Forgetting this their new joy, would desire

(With grief to see him) he had stay'd below,

To rectify our errors they foreknow.

Is th'other centre, reason, faster then ?

Where should we look for that, now we're not men ?

For if our reason be our connection

Of causes, now to us there can be none:

For, as if all the substances were spent,

'Twere madness to inquire of accident;

So is 3t to look for Reason, he being gone,

The only subject Reason wrought upon.

If Fate have such a chain, whose divers links

Industrious man discerneth, as he thinks,

When miracle doth come, and so steal in

A new link, man knows not where to begin:

At a much deader fault must reason be,

Death having broke off such a link as he.

But now for us with busy proof to come

That we've no reason would prove we had some;

So would just lamentations; therefore we

May safelier say that we are dead than he.

So> if our griefs we do not well declare

We've double excuse; he is not dead, we are.

Yet would not I die yet; for though I be
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